Of Speed Traps and Flies. * ° ** 
My grandfather was a country wise, dirt-poor farmer and nobody’s fool. He spoke very 
little but when doing so one best listen and listen well. The man was hard as steel with a 
generous heart and soul of pure gold. Between the farming communities where my 
grandparents lived and a local town, the county sheriff ran a speed trap on the only road 
leading there. I often heard farmers during field, barn or corral conversation refer to him 
as a horse’s ass. They all made sure to drive very carefully, well below posted speed 
limits, to avoid notice in his speed trap. It was a hot July afternoon when grandpa and I 
returned home from the feed store. He was poking along slowly and I asked why. As he 
began telling me, his conversation broke off after glancing into the truck side mirror 
noticing red lights flashing as the sheriff s motorcycle speedily bore down on us. I knew 
nothing until hearing the police siren signaling him to pull over. Gramps said concerned 
for my safety, ‘Sit still and be very quiet.” One can never be too cautious around a loose 
cannon carrying a badge and gun. I was too young to know; gramps was too old and 
wise not to understand the danger. The Deputy walked up and barked, ‘Give me your 
license.” Grandpa did so then said, “Officer I was not speeding.” “Tell it to the judge,” 
Barked the sheriff. A swarm of gnats buzzed around his head attracted to sweat dripping 
from his face. He continually swatted at them muttering ‘danged’ gnats. Grandpa spoke 
up commenting, “ round the farm we call ‘em horse’s ass flies ‘cause they’s always 
hanging around a horse’s behind....”. A moment or two passed before the officer stopped 
writing to say, “Are you calling me a horse’s ass...” Gramps said, “Oh, no, sheriff, I 
would never disrespect a law officer by insulting him like that...” ‘Okay, better not...’ 
said the cop as he resumed writing. After a long pregnant pause grandpa completed his 
statement by saying, ‘but it is impossible to fool them flies...’ Bout then a little red sports 
car sped by thinking the driver safe because of a busy sheriff already writing a ticket. 
Suddenly, gramps message sunk in and without another word, the deputy quickly closed 
his ticket book, returned gramps license, hopped on the motorcycle and sped away with 
lights flashing and siren blaring. Grandpa looked a me, winked, started the truck and we 
moseyed along on our trip home with of all things a load of horse feed; on the way we 
passed an irate sheriff, still swatting flies, throwing the book at a young woman driving 
the little red sports car. Never again did that speed trap sheriff bother grandpa; come to 
think about it, none of the locals of those farming communities were pulled over in it 
either. Calling someone a horse’s ass, never, changes their nature and sometimes they 
can bully or fool people into putting up with them; except when it comes to fooling 
grandpa or those flies ©. 


